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by drinking a tumbler full of rosolio or strong liqueur,
the heat of which seemed to take away his breath. It
is the sort of thing that people drink thiinblefuls of.
At dinner he drank a variety of strong things, among
others a cupful of champagne which went round the
table ; and as the bottle was going round, he held out
his beer tumbler and had it filled again with cham-
pagne. The bottle was set down by him at last. After-
wards a servant filled him a large tumbler of some-
thing which I did not know, but I presume it was not
water. You may imagine that he got fuddled pretty
early. He talked incessantly and unintelligibly, becom-
ing more and more inarticulate. As I sat next to him,
and that most of his conversation was addressed to
me, I was really bored to death. I got home about
half-past twelve and went to another great long dinner
at the Governor's, at two o'clock, after which I paid
formal visits to ladies I had never seen; altogether it
was a long day.'

'Vienna: March fl, 1800.

c January 31 is still the latest date from England,
and I am now in the melancholy apprehension that
you must wait till the equinoctial gales have blown
over, which may make it the middle of April before
you sail and almost the end of May before you arrive.
We shall have been separated very near a whole year.
I cannot at all express either my regret for the past
or my impatience for the future, and indeed it is as
well I should not enlarge on feelings which you are